THE  UNQUIET GRAVE

MASTERPLAY
Three thoughts from Eliot:

* Someone said: "The dead writers are remote from us
because we know so much more than they did." Pre-
cisely, and they are that which we know/

'What is to be insisted upon is that the poet must
develop or procure the consciousness of the past and
that he should continue to develop this consciousness
throughout his career. What happens is a continual
surrender of himself as he is at the moment to some-
thing which is more valuable. The progress of an artist
is a continual self-sacrifice, a continual extinction of
personality.'

*The more perfect the artist, the more completely
separate in him will be the mart, who suffers and the
mind which creates.'

The supreme liberty is liberty from the body, the last
freedom is freedom from time; the true work of art
the one which the seventh wave of genius throws far
up the beach where the under-tow of time cannot
drag it back. When all the^ motives that lead artists
to create have fallen away, and the satisfactions of
vanity and the play-instinct been exhausted, there
remains the desire to construct that which has its own
order, as a protest against the chaos to which all else
appears condemned. While thought exists, words are
alive and literature becomes an escape, not from, but
into living.

Works of art which survive must all be indebted to the
spirit of their age. Thus though Virgil and Horace
copied Greek models, they imitated them at a time
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